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The painters of the beautiful picture didn't forget to calm
suspicion and fear. Concentration camps? The Gestapo? The
famous Nazi cruelty? The answer was ready. Concentration camps
and the Gestapo belonged to the transitory period. That sort of
thing had been needed at the beginning, needed till the idea had
taken foothold. After the defeat of England that necessity would
automatically cease. Hitler? Somehow the French didn't see him
in the new paradise. Hitler ? The Fiihrer had a lot of understanding
and at any rate, once he accomplished his task he would go and
live high up at Berchtesgaden and Europe would worship him in his
peace and serenity. Goebbels, Rosenberg and the old-fashioned
Nazis would have to go. Those people and their crowd belonged
to a frustrated, poor Germany thirsting for revenge. In the golden
age there would be no room for them. Another historical allusion
followed. Mahomet and his assassins. Hitler was Mahomet and
the S.S. the assassins. But once Islam came into its own a great
culture grew out of it; the Caliphs of Granada. This wasn't so far
back in history as Rome, though, geographically speaking, Granada
was further than Rome.
I'm sorry to record that this sort of talk was lapped up by French
intellectuals, perfected by them, and so it served its purpose. It was
clever propaganda, accentuated by the fact that Abetz and -the men
around him believed init. My friend, Robert, was the first to succumb.
"It's so wonderful," he told Nona, with shining eyes and presum-
ably his beard shining, too, "there's something at long last I can
believe in."
Michel, the late friend of Blum, the upholder of the Front
Populaire, was now back in Paris. He fell for it completely* I had
been waiting for him to come back, and this was a real shock. I felt
more and more like a tiny isle on its own. There would be no more
sordid dealings on stock exchanges and looking for gold. Abundance
would come into the place of capitalism. Money was work, and if
you worked there was money. It was unnecessary to hoard,
because in the new Europe everything would be distributed in a just
manner. For the artist, the thinker, the great day would dawn.
Material worries wouldn't hamper his work. Away from the count
and his refined friends, I, the Montmartre Maler, had often been
assured that after the war we painters would have a ripping time.
So it was doubly reassuring to hear that from the count. The
Germans were bringing salvation.
On the other side of the picture was England and her colonies
which she exploited, her starving unemployed, slums, and the fat
City of London.